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EDITORIALS 
WESLEY AN seems to be mildly excited over the result of the 
Trinity game, to judge from the fact that the Argus of No-
vember 10th, devotes about half its n.luable space in one way or 
another to that game. Its choicely worded charges are too absurd 
and childish to need refutation. '' '\Vhat no gentleman ought to 
say, no gentleman need answer." But for all that we are sorry that 
such a thorough sportsman and gentleman as Mr. Lake should have 
to endure for a single instant their boyish insolence. The large 
university naturally feels chagrined in finding its match in a '' min-
iature college," but that is no excuse for spiteful and undignified 
conduct. We honestly believe that there i·· a more manly spirit 
at Wesleyan. 
THE FALL OF SFORZA 
HEAVEN had decreed that the flame Ludovico Sforza had 
kindled in Italy should at last prove the destruction of its 
author. The death of Charles VIII. instead of delivering Italy 
from foreign invasion raised up to her republics a more formidable 
adversary in the person of his successor, Louis XII., a sovereign 
more mature in years, more experienced in military affairs, and, 
beyond comparison, steadier and more inflexible in his resolutions 
than his predecessor. That which rendered him terrible in the eyes 
of Ludovico was his claim to the Duchy of Milan, which claim he 
professed to derive from his grandmoth er, Valentine Visconti, who 
had been given in marriage to t he D uke of Orleans , when her 
father, Gian Galeazzo Visconti, was as yet only Imperial Vicar. 
Ho,vever questionable the title thence derived, it was at least equal 
in right to that by which Sforza held the ducal throne. 
The match which was to kindle all Italy was soon lit and the 
French, in an incredibly short time, conquered the principal cities 
of the Milanese territory. The rapid progress of the enemy terribly 
alarmed Sforza. He orclered a list to be taken of all the men capable 
of bearing arms. Then summoning a general assembly of the in-
habitants lo whom he was already odious on account of h eavy 
taxation-abolishecl many of the heaviest in their presence and ad-
dressecl them with a conciliatory speech . This measure, h owever, 
hacl no effect in stemming the tide of h is unpopularity . It mattered 
little to this volatile race who their ruler was ; in Louis they even 
saw a change for the better. 
The Duke sat in his cabinet. T he apartment was gloomy, 
for no lights had yet been brought, but not more gloomy than 
his 0'ivn breast, racked by stormy passions, and a prey to dis-
ordered apprehensions. A shield, a shirt of mail, and other 
articles of armour lay in a recess formed by one of the embrasures. 
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Their presence, as they lay in confusion, indicated the troubled 
state of the times, but far less so than the dark visage and despond-
ent air of Sforza himself. A stupor seemed to have settled on his 
usu:i.lly elastic and energetic spirit. He sat gazing fixedly, but 
vacantly, upon a heap of papers and charts, confusedly strewn on 
the table before him; and though the tumult without, and the 
trumpets summoning the watch came to his ears, he seemed as if 
unconscious of ought connected with the external world. 
Despatch after despatch, bearing intelligence of unexpected loss, 
or of the defection of some friend, had arrived in the course of the 
afternoon, and, worn out with agitation and disappointment, Sforza 
had at length ceased, in the depth of his despair, to contemplate the 
evils before him. He was soon, however, sensible of the presence 
of an intruder. The Governor of the Castle of Milan, Bernadino de 
Corte, stood at his side, and presented the despatches brought by 
the last messenger. 
'' Read them, good Bernadino, read them and tell me their im-
port. Even ill tidings fall less harshly from thy lips-and alas! all 
tidings are now ill-for Milan. But I forget me-let the knaves 
bring lights- ho! without!" and his summons were speedily 
answered by the entrance of a squire, bearing wax torches. 
The Governor broke the seals and proceeded to recount their con-
ten ts to his Prince, who listened in sullen apathy till the reader 
paused as he glanced at one of the letters. 
"Say on," said Ludovico. 
"The Count Gajazzo-" 
"Ha ! the brave Count! Then there is somewhat to retrieve dis-
aster. What of Gajazzo. Hath he joined his brother?" 
"Nay, your lordship. He hath leagued with the French." 
"By'r Lady and may God defend me, if what thou sayest be true! 
Give me the paper ! " Then hastily rising he snatched the paper 
------, 
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from the Governor's hands, and read eagerly, while his eyes glared 
on it as if they would devour the lines . Then, as the certainty of 
his favorite's treachery forced itself on him, he let fall the letter 
and sank again into his chair. 
'' Your Highness was warned of him." 
"True, Bernadina, but who would suspect him? So young, so 
devoted, so loaded with benefits ! " 
'' Here is news that will disturb Your Highness yet more deeply. 
Alexandria is lost. Pavia has declared for the foe! I grieve to say 
it, my lord, but we can no longer h old out this city against the 
arms of Louis, thus deserted by our confederates." 
The Duke made no reply, but paced the apartment with rapid 
strides, apparently laboring to make up his mind to some speedy and 
decisive resolution. At length he stopped and spoke in a deter-
mined tone: 
"Let the Cardinal remove the young princes this night to Como. 
I myself will follow in a few days." 
" Your highness - and whither ? " 
"To Maximilian l From him came the investiture of this Duchy 
-let him protect the sovereign h e has created!" and with a langh 
of bitterness, Sforza sat down to the table, and with unsteady hands 
traced a few lines, which he folded, and summoning a servant, gave 
him the letter. 
"This to the Cardinal -my brother Ascanio-with speed-
varlet-with speed! Let him see to this. I will speak with him 
further on the morrow." 
Germany was open to the fa llen Duke and thither he dispatched 
his sons, intending soon to claim with them the protection of the 
emperor. 
The watch was set, and dismissing his minister, the Duke retired 
to his chamber, flinging himself half dressed upon his couch to seek 
. ' 
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the repose necessary for h is flight on the morrow. But though 
wearied and h arassed in spirit, he wooed in vain the sleep which 
came unsought to h is m eanest soldier ! He lay wrapped in gloomy 
reflections , as the occasional flourish of trumpets and clash of arms 
without announced the change of guard and told that hour after 
hour was elapsing, bring ing nearer the dreaded dawn . The lights 
grew paler and paler, and th e Duke sank gradually into a state of 
partial unconsciousn ess, rather than slumber, in which his feverish 
phantasies were embodied in shape and present to his excited imag-
ination . The phantom of the mother of his mt~rdered nephew seem-
ed to rise to his view; her dark hair dishevelled, her eyes flashing 
fire, her lips utte ring imprecations against the destroyer of her son. 
Then appear ed th e leering visage of the physician, Malvezzi, the instru-
ment of his atrocious designs, whom the Duke had sent to Germany 
-his face wear ing its usual expression of impudent cunning-lead-
ing by the hand with a meaning smile, the hapless youth who had 
fallen a victim to Sforza's ambition. The ghast:y eyes of this ap-
parition were fixed full on the face of Ludovico, who chilled with 
horror h ad n o p ower to avert h is gaze. He half sprang in convul-
sive agony from the couch ; he grasped the bed-clothing and held it 
up before him as if striving to shut out the vision; still those strong 
and immovable eyes were upon him, and he felt his heart wither 
beneath them. Then the three seemed, encircling him, to approach 
more closely ; h e almost felt the touch of cold an d clammy hands. 
Shivering with t error h e shrank backward but had no strength to 
withdraw from them ; then the near clash of armor and th e roll of 
the drum burst on h is ears , and he heard the insulting cries of 
Frenchmen and knew h e was about to be delivered a bound and 
helpless victim into the hands of foes, by the superhuman avengers 
who seemed to h ave the control of his destiny . Bursting with a 
mighty effort the spell which had held his senses in horrid thrall, 
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the duke sprang to his feet, but though now fully awake strove in 
vain to collect his faculties. The same sounds he had seemed to 
hear were still in his ears : the roar of musketry, distant shouts, 
and the peal of warlike music. The palace was in tumult. Sud-
denly the door of the royal closet was burst open with impetuous 
haste and a figure strode in, whom the bewildered duke might 
deem at the moment the avenger of his vision. Crouched helplessly 
beside the couch, his hands clasped and raised upwards as if im-
ploring mercy-in supernatural terror Ludovico awaited the intruder. 
'''Tis well thou art awakened," cried Ascanio, for it was he ; 
"Away-for the love of heaven! away-and for life! Ha, brother 
forgive my abruptness-but thou hast not a moment to lose!" 
'' \Vhat hath chanced?" at length faltered the duke. 
"The French are upon us ! in this town-beneath these walls! 
Hark ! " as the heavy sweep of ordnance and the peal of drums and 
trumpets came nearer and n earer - they are coming down the 
square. They were encamped at sunset within six miles of the city." 
Sforza listened in a stupor of dismay. 
" Philip del Fresco knew of it. vVoul d to heaven you had not 
trnsted the base traitor ! " 
'' Philip ! hath he too betrayed me?" cried the unfortunate sover-
eign, roused to energy as he heard the name of his most cherished 
favorite coupled with treachery-" then all is gone! I am ready to 
depart-but where is the Governor? Santa Maria! we will not 
leave this castle the prey of invaders, without striking a blow in its 
defence. He can occupy them here, while we make good our 
retreat." 
"Brother," cried Ascanio, "this castle is already surrendered. 
Bernandiuo is false. The keys of this impreguable citadel he hath 
laid already at the feet of the accursed French general." 
"Perfidious wretch! " groaned the Duke; "may Hell swallow 
him for this act!" 
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'' Waste not time in reproaches-there is no safety but in instant 
flight. The people welcome the enemy; we must begone through 
the darkness and escape by the private postern. Tarry not for gar-
niture or leave-taking-away!" 
Sforza left the palace hastily, under the guidance of his brother. 
As he threaded his way through the narrow streets of Milan he heard 
the warlike music and the exulting shouts of the French, who had 
thus won the capital without strife; but those sounds thrilled him 
not with anguish and mortification, as did the insane and riotous 
delight of the Milanese populace receiving their conquerors with 
tumultuous acclamations. Breathing a malediction on the heartless 
rabble, the Duke pursued his way 'till without the wa1ls of a metro-
polis where his rule was at an end. They reached Como before day-
break, whence they were rowed as far as Bellagio. Now crownless 
and landless, Ludovico re-entered the cities that had witnessed his 
triumphs but a short time before in the height of his prosperity and 
glory. 
Disguised in the habit of a Swiss sentinel, as the last chance of 
escape, he passed through the French army at Bornio. Here a fear-
ful retribution overtook him ; as he passed the last battalion, his 
bosom beating high with hope, and apparently unknown to all-his 
steps were arrested by a vision of terror, scarce less appalling than 
those conscience often summoned to his nightly couch: for a voice, 
sounding in his ear like that of the accusing demon, startled him. in 
his fancied security. 
"Ha-mine ancient patron ! is it thus we meet?" 
It was Malvezzi, the physician. From Germany he had returned 
to his own country, to find patronage among the conquering French. 
His recognition was fatal to the unfortunate duke, thus filling the 
measure of punishment. Ludovico was seized and conducted to the 
French king at Lyons-an object of wonder and pity to the specta-
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tors, who read in his fate a humiliating lesson on human grandeur. 
The remaining years of his miserable life were passed in a foreign 
prison: a narrow dwelling for the man whose thoughts and ambi-
tion all Italy was scarce sufficient to circumscribe ! 
H. C. 0. 
TO WALT WHITMAN 
"The beauty of the waist, thence to the hips, and thence downwards 
towards the knees, 
, The exquisite realization of health, 
Oh, I say now, these are the soul ! " 
Leaves of Grass. 
THERE is one thing I cannot love in thee, Thou sturdy singer of these slack-souled times 
' That thou should'st spend thy fairest rninstrelsie 
In praising "form and body" in thy rhymes. 
Thou, who in Verse, the formless soul devined 
' Who scorned the jingle and the jugglery 
Of crafty pipers, playing skilfully, 
Of gaudy trifles-men of meager mind ! 
The beauties of the body are the soul, 
The beauties of the waist, the hips, the knees? 
The beauty of the breathing, healthy whole ! -
Thou dost maintain man's soul is one with these? 
Nay! Nay ! On Earth who'd act the hero's role 
If man's soul die , whene'er his beauty flees? 
HR.R. 
IN THE OBSCURE STYLE 
NOW, could ~ t~ke a volume from the row, 
A~d hurl 1t 111 the face of Liberty, 
Retreatmg backward from the fair to-be 
Within a virgin wash of polar snow, 
vVhen all we hope to learn or come to know 
Is but the tremor of a by-gone fantasy 
Whereon rise glimpses of an arctic sea 
Untossed, uncrumpled by the tidal flow. 
"What do I mean ? " you ask, oh Philistine; 
Why, if you have no soul to read between 
The lines, my song is not for such as you : 
I give you rhymes and fancy words, all pat ; 
You take them in your heart, and " on your view, 
The sense arises." You must furnish that. 
A[ QUESTION OF DUTY 
c. F. J. 
TOW ARDS the close of an afternoon in the early winter a young 
man walked thoughtfully down the principal street of a small 
New England village, that led from the railroad station past tbe 
modest shops and offices of the little community and out into the 
country beyond, where were situated at intervals the homes of the 
mill operators and the scattered houses of some few thrifty farms. 
He had just returned from the city a few miles distant where occa-
sionally he was called to perform some literary work for one of the 
large publishing firms there, and now he carried under his arm a 
bundle of books ,vhich he had brought back with him to review 
when he had more leisure. These visits to the city were unfortun-
ately not frequent and to-day the prospect of future employment 
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seemed very poor indeed, and life weighed more than usually heavy 
on the shoulders of this young man on whom the welfare of those 
at home so greatly depended. 
John Hazard was a man of more than usual education for one who 
had enjoyed but the meager advantages offered in a small manu-
facturing town. He had made the best of every opportunity for 
study and since the death of his father had supported his mother 
and younger sister as best he could by what literary work he was 
able to procure. Perhaps he could have found an easier and more 
certain way of support by working in the mills or some similar oc-
cupation, but he had chosen to make his way if possible by his writ-
ing and loved his work even with its disappointments and uncer-
tainty. 
Presently as he approached his home, a plain and unpretentious 
cottage on the outskirts of the village, he quickened his s teps, and 
throwing off his air of troubled thoughtfulness ran lightly up the 
garden path, when the door was quickly opened by his sister who 
had evidently been watching for him. 
"\Vell, little maid," he said, after tenderly kissing her, "I sup-
pose you are anxious to know what I have been doing to-day in the 
big city and what I saw of interest. To tell the truth I have been 
too busy to see anything but a great pile of papers needing my at-
tention- proofs of the new book that is to be gotten out next month . 
It is an awfully dry affair, but I suppose it is very clever and I've 
no doubt promises to be a great success. You see I have brought 
home all these books which are to be looked over and finished by 
ThLtrsday so I will have to start at them at once. I have over an 
hour before supper and must get to work. Mother is busy as usual 
I suppose. Well, I will not disturb her and will tell you both later 
anything I can think of that may interest you." 
'' Did I receive any mail to-day ? " he asked, after a pause. He 
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always asked for the mail although it was seldom any letters came 
to this quiet household. 
"Why yes, John," she said. "I had almost forgotten. There 
is a letter for you ; mailed here in Milford. It came in the morning 
mail, and I left it on your desk. It looks as if it was from Helen, 
though why she should write you I can't imagine, as she sees you 
almost every day." 
John hurried to the little rcom he called his study, now made 
comfortable and attractive by a fire of blazing logs, and took up the 
letter addressed in the hand he knew so well, wondering why Helen 
should write to him, and stepping to the window, in the fading light 
from the setting sun, he read what it contained. It was indeed from 
Helen, and yet was he not mistaken ? 
Again he read the note with the light scarce sufficient to see the 
characters. Yes, it was plain enough . Helen was to be married to 
Mr. Arnold, the manager of the mill! ·what could it mean? Helen 
whom he so dearly loved and whom he hoped some day to call his 
wife. And he was so sure that she loved him, too. It was a pretty 
note, kind and friendly-but then Helen could never be unkind-
telling him of her engagement; but he could read more than the 
mere words she had written. Yes, she had consented to marry Mr. 
Arnold, not because she loved him, although she hoped to, perhaps, 
in time, but because she felt it her duty to help her father, as she 
knew this marriage would. He had some years previously been the 
owner of large milling interests, but business reverses brought about 
a failure and since then they had had a hard struggle for existence, 
but so had most people in that little town. Her father was a proud 
man who felt his position keenly and had doubtless for a long time 
urged Helen to marry Mr. Arnold, who was not unworthy of her 
love, because he knew that thereby he would in all probability be 
assisted to a position of wealth and influence to which he had been 
accustomed. 
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Much of this J ohn knew, but had never thought Helen could 
yield; but then some sudden crisis must have decided her. It was 
indeed, he knew, a serious necessity that compelled her to make 
such a sacrifice. At first his thoughts and sympathy were all for 
her. But suddenly a feeling of utter loneliness came over him when 
he realized what it meant to him. It was for her he had worked all 
these years; for her he had planned his future, and now it was all 
taken from him. 
Some day he hoped to make a success in life and then how happy 
they would have been. Should he have told h er of his love so long 
before he could have hoped to marry her? Was it fair to ask her 
to marry a man who could not offer her a home perhaps for years? 
And, yet, if she loved him should he have hesitated and deprived 
each of the joy of mutual hope and encouragement throughout all 
those years? How he could have worked for her no matter how 
long the time if he could but know that every day, yes, every moment 
was lived and worked for her love alone. What a tremendous power 
the consciousness of the love of such a woman would give a man ! 
Why nothing would seem impossible and no hardship too great to 
bear. And now it was too late . Should he have asked to have it 
differently before? Was it his fault that they both would now be 
unhappy? No, he had done what he felt to be his duly always; 
and Helen, perhaps wondering at his silence, had waited for him to 
speak until she could no longer refuse the not unreasonable demands 
of her father. And there in the fading twilight he fought his last 
fight with love and duty as thousands of men have before and will 
in the ages to come, and like many another man too noble, or 
perhaps, if you will, too cowardly to ask the woman he loved to 
share his poverty, felt himself torn and worst~d in the conflict, but 
with hi heart and conscience at rest. 
He turned from the darkened landscape back into the room, 
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seated himself by the nearly-extinguished fire and tried to realize 
that it was all over now and he must live only in the love of those 
for wh om alone he now must work. 
Presen tly he heard a gentle knock at the door and his sister's voice 
saying : "Brother John, may I come in?" 
"Yes," he said, recalled to his present duties. "What is it, little 
one?" 
"Only another letter," she said, opening the door and entering 
gently, so as not to disturb him. "Mr. Raymond brought it from 
the evening mail and left it al the house as he ·was passing. I am 
awfully anxious to know what it is, John, for it is from the publisher 
in Boston to whom you sent your book, and you know we have been 
expecting it so long. But John, why didn't you light the lamp, or 
were you busy thinking and didn't need a light?" 
"I was thinking, dear," he said, "and did not feel like writing, 
so I sat by the fire that my little sister lighted to make me comfort-
able. R un away, please. I will read the letter presently, but don't 
feel like being interrupted now." 
Brother and sister understood each other so perfectly she did not 
question him further and went out as softly as she had entered. 
F or some time he sat unconscious of the letter, but presently he 
placed another log on the fire and read it by the blazing light with 
a strange feeling of but little interest, as if it effected some one 
entirely foreign to himself, and yet he had been hoping for years for 
what the letter there contained. 
It was a letter from the firm to whom he sent the manuscript of a 
story h e had been working on for years, and now after many disap-
pointments it had been accepted and was to be published at once. 
A sum had been offered for it greatly in excess of any thing he had 
ever h oped to receive, and in addition he was to be paid a liberal 
royalty on each book sold. The publishers spoke in glowing terms 
----- . 
• 
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of his work, and requested him to submit to them any thing he 
might write in the future, as a sequel to his first novel would be a 
success merely from the reputation they felt sure the first would gain. 
The letter fell from his hands as he realized what this meant to 
him, and th;-it it was too late to bring him the only thing he really 
wished for on earth . This was more than he could bear. Slowly 
he rose and went to his desk where in the light from the fire he 
could sec the picture of Helen, which he always kept b efore him 
as he wrote. It "\Vas a sweet and graceful picture, taken a few years 
before when she was just growing into womanhood, and he loved it 
better than any other, for it was then he realized that his boyish 
affection for her had ripened into a man's maturer love. 
Calmly he took it up, looked at it a moment, and tenderly kissing 
it, unlocked the dra,ver of his desk ,,-here he kept his choicest 
treasures, and gently laid it there with many another sweet remem-
brance of her which he had, even without her knowledge, retained 
and kept. Here was a note she had written him when they were 
children at school together, telling him with the frankness of child-
hood how much she cared for him; a few bits of verse were there, 
and many another keepsake he would not have parted with for the 
world. 
Carefully he closed the drawer and locked it, with the feeling of 
a man who has parted with all life has to give. He could perhaps 
have stood lo ing Ilelcn while his poverty made it impossible for 
him honestly to tell her of his love. But now that success had come 
to him it was too much even for a nature as strong as his, and there 
in the winter evening, the fire sl°'>.'ly burning to ashes, he dropped 
his head upon his arms outstretched across his desk and realized to 
its fullest extent his first and greatest sorrow. 
The fire slowly burned itself out and the room grew cold, but still 
he did not move. Again his sister returned to tell him supper was 
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ready, and as he heard her light step, with a great effort he mastered 
himself once more and felt strong in his resolve to live out his future 
truly for h er and his good mother . 
"It is very cold, John," she said. " \Vhy have you let the fire go 
out? Mother and I have been waiting for you so long I finally 
came to call you. vVe could not wait to learn what the news was 
from your story." 
"I will give you the letter, little one. You can read it together. 
No, wait. I will come with you. I am not feeling well, to-night. 
So great good fortune has been to much for m e, I fear ." 
John tenderly placed his arm about her waist and they went 
together into the simple little room where the mother had prepared 
their quiet evening meal. 
When sh e read ,the letter h er eyes filled with happy tears, not 
because of what it might mean to them all, but with joy for her 
boy's success. 
"You look pale and tired, John," she said. "You have been 
working much too hard for us, I am afraid." 
"John," she continued after a slight pause in which she had 
thought m uch, for mothers are ever wiser than we think, "you 
must tell H elen of this at once. I know it will make her very happy." 
"Yes, " h e said, "I hope Helen will always be very happy, 
Mother, as happy as I shall try to be." 
AN EXPLANATION 
" W ELL what has foot-ball taught you, Lee ! " 
She said, with mock disdain . 
" To never rush a thing, Marie, 
Without a certain gain!" 
She smiled and said, "A silly speech ! " 
He gained, though, all within his reach. 
C. B . 
H.U. M . 
H IS CHOICE 
''If you marry her," said the Priest to Aucassin, 
"Your soul will go to H ell ! " 
"T . h h .. HE time has come ; t e c 01ce 1s set. 
To Hell, or Heaven , which to choose? 
Ah, sweet-heart, wi th the eyes of jet, 
Heaven, I win ! and Hell, I lose ! 
But los ing have some comfo rt yet ! " 
Said Aucassin to Nicolelt e. 
"In Heaven, loll the pouched priests, 
With oily faces, round and red ; 
Who dream of earthly, fa r-off feasts, 
And hear the mass or matin s said 
While scurvied cripples whine an d fret!" 
Said Aucassin to Nicolette . 
"The lame are there ; the maimed ; the blind ; 
The flesh less fo lk who begged their bread. 
I would not have thee hold in mind 
Each glazed eye ; each shaven head. 
Such sights of Heave n, dear, fo rget!" 
Said Aucassin to Nicolette. 
"In Hell; there sound the songs I sun g,-
The songs to thee in Sprin g-title's bliss. 
There walk thy friends foreve r yo un g ; 
And love is found in eac h deep kiss. 
There life knows not thi s world's regret!" 
Said Aucassin to Nicolel te. 
"Thou, wilt be queen, with Helen, there, 
Of endless feasts and wild tourn ay-
The fairest of a thousand fair 
Who loved, and lov ing los t their May-
And I, thy true knight, fait hful yet ! " 
Said Aucassin to N icole tte 
A PIPE SONG 
TWO pipes have I ; one is a dainty thing Fashioned by Becker-may his rnem'ry linger! 
Its amber mouth-piece circled with a ring 
Just where it weds the bowl, whose chubby finger 
Is turned in such a willing way to show 
The sterling mark-its price all men may know. 
No art is spared, no sum for it is fancy ; 
A jewel in a case to suit its worth. 
A man might smoke it though an" old Miss Nancy," 
And feel quite "comme i'! faut J." defy the earth 
If such a pipe to his twin lips were wedded ; 
Rout all tobacco foes, those Hydras woman-headed! 
The other shows, as but a tramp might show 
At some reception-haunt of fashion's beauty ! 
The bowl is black, and where the wood veins go 
Are clogged with nicotine ; the cake does duty 
Almost for wood, so hard and close its gluing. 
The old bone mouth-piece bears the scars of chewing. 
A careless workman in his rags and tatters 
Might some day smoke it on "the street" and see 
The scorn of him, whom Becker's Beauty flatters 
Into a scion of nobility ; 
He 'd feel "the cut," but soon forget the scorner 
As home he smoked it at his chimney corner. 
Old workman, you are right ! The moral plainly 
Of your allegiance is not hard to find-
We swaggerers with our swell pipes strive but vainly 
To reach your smoke-soothed quietness of mind. 
Pleasures-or pipes-you'll know them by this token-
The more they cost, the easier they're broken. 
H,R.R. 
NIGHT 
HOW calmly o'er the earth comes Spirit Night With trailing garments of foreboding dark, 
All interwoven with myster'ous might. 
As foaming billows gain the high-tide mark 
By slow and imperceptible degrees 
Until to further strive is all in vain, 
Thus deepens night with every dying breeze 
Giving release from toilsome strife and pain. 
THE SNOW 
D. H. V. 
J T is snowing. The great flakes fall noiselessly from the leaden 
sky. The sun, unseen all day, has sunk behind the western 
hills; the night wind rising moves the heavily-burdened pine 
boughs and sifts down snow in powdery clouds. 
It is a lonely place this country road; no house in sight, no t race 
of man or beast. All things are white. No, not all, for close be-
side that half-buried fence is a patch of color, a black something, 
fast being covered by the falling flakes . 
Why do we hesitate to approach? Banish the nameless dread! 
'Tis but a woman, a poor unfortunate, who has fallen by the way-
side, despairing and alone. She has solved the problem ; life was 
not worth the living. Want and temptation will never more assail 
her. Heaven, in death kinder than in life, proffers a winding sh eet . 
The sun is up. The snow has ceased to fall; the air is clear. 
Fantastic creations of the transforming snow-flake dot the land-
scape. All nature is splendid with glittering crystals. Hark! ' Tis 
the rippling laughter of a child. The laugh sounds nearer and two 
little girls come running over the shining crust, exultin g in the 
snow. 
> 
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Their cheeks glow, their eyes dance with enjoyment. It is a de-
light to watch them. Suddenly they pause by the half-buried fence: 
"Oh! what a funny little mound," and then, with awe, "So like 
those in the churchyard." 
And they run onward full of childish joy. N. O. V. 
A MATTER OF NECESSITY 
" CUPID, I must to a party And would look my best you know. 
Size will be there ! Nay, you smarty, 
Lay aside your lover's bow, 
I'm no new, no raw recruit-
Cupid, come! Just press my suit!" 
COLLEGE AND CAMPUS 
H. U.M. 
THE unknown donor who for the past two years has given fifty dollars for a Metaphysics prize, has kindly renewed his offer. 
The Toucey Scholarship in the Junior Class has been awarded to Charles 
Baker Hedrick. 
The Glee Club will give a concert on an early date in December. 
Fiske, '01, has been recalled to his home on account of illness. 
The rooms of Mcllvaine, 'oo, and Cooke, '01, and Clement, 'oo, and Hill, 'oo, 
were entered by thieves Thursday evening, November 18th, and considerable 
personal property and money was stolen. 
Langford, '96, refereed the Yale-Princeton game at New Haven, Saturday, 
November 20th. 
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Goldthwait, '99, has left college to accept a position in New York. 
T he" Jesters" are preparing a co medy in three ac ts by J. A. Fraser, Jr., en-
titled "A Cheerful Liar." It is a play full of capital situations and much humor. 
T he cast is as follows : 
Hastings Russel, J. P. 
Randolph Dearborn, -
" Rev." Ezra Stiggins, 
General Boomer, 
Guy McGuffi n, 
Flora Boomer, 
Birdie Sweetlove, 
Lucretia Spriggins, 
Horner, 'oo 
Brenton, '99 
Fuller, 'oo 
Titus, '01 
Vibbert, '99 
·walker, 'or 
Lecour, '98 
Owen, ' 99 
The following men have recently visited the college : Anderson, '87 ; East-
man, '88; Niles, '93; Pelton, '93; and Langford , '97. 
THE STROLLER 
NOW that the foot-ball gladiato rs have laid aside their jackets and have re-paired to the barber, THE STROLLI<.:R carefully skipping from island to 
island on the college walk feels himself st rong enough to face the atmosphere 
in the gymnasium. There everything is as ye t in a turmoil. Carpenters are in 
the basement repairing the havoc created among the lockers by the "consoli-
dated" in their furtive attempts to complete a full uniform. A heterogeneous 
collection of jerseys, trou sers and shoes, lie about in a chaotic manner. Care-
fully wending his way through this labyrinth T HE STROLLER gropes his way 
upstairs to the main floor . There a body of F reshmen are going through many 
strange contortions on the mats, wh ile a Sophomore, with a huge pipe stuck in 
his mouth, looks on with a superior air. The running track is also monopolized 
by Freshmen who, under some strange hallu cinati on, are skipping about like 
young lambs. From the trophy-room a metallic hum, arising with many strange 
and wierd discords, announces the re-o rganization of the Mandolin Club. THE 
STROLLER stops to listen and with a smile soliloquizes on the return of winter 
• 
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with its usual accompaniment of concerts and dances. He is suddenly aroused 
from his r~verie ~y a heart-rending shriek, full of anguish and pathos, coming 
from upstairs; with a rush he enters Alumni Hall just in time to see a beautiful 
maiden throw herself into the arms of a very much frightened youth, while a 
stern old gentleman with a gouty leg and a shot-gun rushes after her-but 
there! 'tis nought but the college Thespians rehearsing their new play and with 
a sad and pitying look THE STROLLER walks out of the Gymn. 
PERSONALS 
J. H. STOTENSBURG, '50, delivered an address hefore the recent meeting of 
the Southern Convocation of Indiana on "Christ in the Common Duties of 
Life." 
The Rev. Dr. Lucrns WATERMAN, '71, has lately addressed the Church Club 
of Rhode Island. 
The Rev. Dr. C. E. CRAIK, '74, has lately preached at the seventy-fifth an-
niversary of the organization of Christ Church, Louisville, Ky., of which he is 
Dean and Rector. 
R. C. EASTMAN, '88, is engaged with the New England Magazine. His ad-
dress remains at Concord, N. H. 
MARRIED-In Hartford, N ovember 16th, L UKE VINCENT LOCKWOOD, '93, and 
Miss ALICE GARDNER BURNELL. 
C. A. HORNE, '93, and J. M. McGANN, '94, were graduated at the Cam· 
bridge Theological School, in June, with the degree of Bachelor of Divinity. 
The Rev. REGINALD PEARCE, '93, is rector of St. Thomas's Church, Prov-
idence, R. I. His address is 235 Admiral street. 
The Rev. F. B. COLE, '93, has become Rector of "Old Narragansett" Church, 
Wickford, R. I. 
The Rev. CHARLES JUDD, '93, is Curate at Christ Church, New Haven, Conn. 
The Rev. G. H. WILSON, '93, is in charge of St. Paul's Church, Southington, 
Conn. 
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The Rev. L. I. BELDEN, '94, is curate of St. John's Church, Ogdensburg, 
New York. 
W. S. SCHUTZ, '94, is in the law office of Lord, Day & Lord, 120 Broadway, 
ew York. 
The Rev. F. F. JOHNSON, '94, was orda in ed to the Pries thood in St. Peter's 
Church, Denver, Colo., on the 15th of October. His address 1s Colorado 
Springs, Colo. 
The Rev. R. L. PADDOCK, '94, has been visiting various seminaries and col-
leges in the interest of the Churc h Students' Missiona ry Association. He is to 
be assistant minister at St. Paul's Church, Cleveland, Ohio. 
MARRIED-At Mystic Point, Md., November 22nd, JAMES BRISCOE, JI{., '95, 
and Miss SOPHIA How ARD LEE. 
E. P . HAMLIN, '95, has received the degree of Bachelor of Laws from the 
New York Law School. 
ARTHUR F. MILLER, '95, is prac tising law at Clinton, Ill. 
The address of W. A. EARDELEY-THOMAS, '96, is 5000 Woodland avenue, 
Philadelphia. 
WILLIAM S. LANGFORD, '95, had a gold medal presented to him on the 24th 
of November in behalf of the Life-saving Benevolent Association, for saving 
four persons in the recent railroad wreck on the New York Central, at Gar-
risons, N. Y. The presentation was made by Captain James Parker, in the 
presence of Dr. Chauncey 1\1. Depew and the other railroad officials and clerks, 
at the Grand Central Depot in New York. In the course of the ceremony 
Chauncey fl!. Depew compl imented LANGFORD on his courage and modesty, 
and said that the Company would take a pride in him an d would watch his 
future career with interest. The inscription reads: 
AWARDRD TO WILLIAM S. LANGFORD, 
For Saving Human Life in Peril, October 24th, 
1897. 
The address o( A. J. WILLIAMS, '96, is 309 Sixth street, Racine, Wis. 
Lours POTTER, '96, has sent to Professor Johnson, for his Shakespeare class, 
sketches in ink of the house in which Shakespeare was born, Ann Hatheway's 
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cottage, and a picture of a peasant woman, wearing the tall, black beaver hat, 
made familiar to us in all pictures of "The Salem Witches." The drawings 
have been hung in the English Room . 
Of the class of '97, DANKER, SPARKS, PULSIFER, SIIERRIFF and \Voon, are at 
the General Theological Seminary ; BEECROFT, COGSWELL and LANGFORD, are 
at the New York L aw School; BENTON is assistan t in Physics and Astronomy 
at the College; CHASE is studying at the University of Wi,consin; FLYNN is 
tutoring in Hartford; GRINNELL is in Europe studying landscape garden ing; 
GUNDACKER is studying at the New York University Medical School; HAY-
w ARD's address is for the present Presque Isle, Me. ; McCOOK is teaching at 
Holderness School, Plymouth, N. H. ; MOORE at present is at Deep River, 
Conn. ; PAGE is at Fort Snelling, Minn. ; PLIMPTON is in business in Hartford 
with his father; E. SCHULTE is studying at the Columbia University, New York 
City; H. SCHULTE and STARR are studying at the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons, New York City; WALKER is studying at the Berkeley Divinity School; 
WHITE is at the Philadelphia Divinity School; ZIEGLER'S address is Detroit, 
Mich. 
NECROLOGY 
JOHN ATTICUS ROBERTSON, a graduate in the class of 1854, died at his home 
in Scranton, Penn., on the 8th of ~ovember, in the 66th year of his age. He 
was born in Athens, Greece, where his father was a missionary. After his 
graduation he studied engineerin g, and was engaged on the Kansas Pacific 
Railroad, in Central Park, N. Y, and by the government during the war, at 
Forts Hamilton and Schuyler. For the last thirty years he had lived in Scran-
ton, where he was engaged in the business of real estate and insurance. 
SPENCER HUNTINGTON HEWLETT, for three years a member of the class of 
1874, died at his home in St. Louis, Mo., on the 9th of November, aged 45 
years. 
BOOK REVIEWS 
D. C. Heath & Co., of Boston, are publishing a series of English classics in 
small, inexpensive volumes. vVe have received Tennyson's Enoch Arden, Cole-
ridge's Ancient Afariner, and De Quincey's Fligltt of a Tartar Tribe. Each of 
these sightly and convenient little books has an excellent introduction and 
adequate notes. The press work also is very commendable. 
Polyh_ymnia, a collection of music for male voices, by John Tufts, has been 
received. Whatever the merits of this collection of music, it is hardly suitable 
for college use on account of the solemn and religious character of its selec-
tions. It is published by Silver, Burdette & Co., of Boston. 
